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Ⅰ．物語内容の展開と語りの機能























“An Outpost of Progress” における疎外の構造





1） “An Outpost of Progress” は短編作品であるが、その悲劇的結末によって、読者に重たく強い印象を与えるテ
キストである。悲劇的結末が導かれるまでの過程において、出来事の連鎖の因果関係の分析に、読者の意識
は集中するであろう。このテキストの物語内容は、プロットとして構造分析する必要がある。本稿における
プロットの概念は、次に示す Robert Scholes の考え方に基づく。
 “In any given novel the major theme can be seen as composed of smaller thematic units. The irreducible units of fiction 
are motifs. Thus story can be defined as the sum of the motifs in their causal-chronological order, plot as the sum of 
the same motifs ordered so as to engage the emotions and develop the theme: . . .”





The third man on the staff was a Sierra Leone nigger, who maintained that his name was Henry Price. 
However, for some reason or other, the natives down the river had given him the name of Makola, and it 
stuck to him through all his wanderings about the country. He spoke English and French with a warbling 
accent, wrote a beautiful hand, understood bookkeeping, and cherished in his innermost heart the worship 
of evil spirits. His wife was a negress from Loanda, very large and very noisy. Three children rolled about in 





























2） Joseph Conrad, “An Outpost of Progress,” Almayer’s Folly and Tales of Unrest (Collected Edition of the Works of 
Joseph Conrad; London: J.M. Dent and Sons, 1947), p.86.  以下引用はすべてこの版により、本文の括弧内に頁数
を示す。具体的箇所に言及する場合も同様に本文の括弧内に頁数を示す。
3） “An Outpost of Progress” の語りにおいては、全知の視点によって、カイエールとカルリエの心情的内面と状
況を徹底的に客体化していると言えよう。多くの読者は、このテキストの語り口に、アイロニーの雰囲気を
感じ取るものと思われる。



































Out of that void, at times, came canoes, and men with spears in their hands would suddenly crowd the yard of 
the station. They were naked, glossy black, ornamented with snowy shells and glistening brass wire, perfect 
of limb. They made an uncouth babbling noise when they spoke, moved in a stately manner, and sent quick, 
wild glances out of their startled, never-resting eyes. Those warriors would squat in long rows, four or more 
deep, before the verandah, while their chiefs bargained for hours with Makola over an elephant tusk. Kayerts 
sat on his chair and looked down on the proceedings, understanding nothing. He stared at them with his round 
blue eyes, called out to Carlier, “Here, look! Look at that fellow there ― and that other one, to the left. Did 


















   Carlier, smoking native tobacco in a short wooden pipe, would swagger up twirling his moustaches, and 
surveying the warriors with haughty indulgence, would say―
   “Fine animals. Brought any bone? Yes? It’s not any too soon. Look at the muscles of that fellow―third 
from the end. I wouldn’t care to get a punch on the nose from him. Fine arms, but legs no good below the 
knee. Couldn’t make cavalry men of them.”And after glancing down complacently at his own shanks, he 
always concluded: “Pah! Don’t they stink! You, Makola! Take that herd over to the fetish” (the storehouse 
was in every station called the fetish, perhaps because of the spirit of civilization it contained) “and give them 



























   At times Gobila came to see them. Gobila was the chief of the neighbouring villages. He was a gray-headed 
savage, thin and black, with a white cloth round his loins and a mangy panther skin hanging over his back. He 
came up with long strides of his skeleton legs, swinging a staff as tall as himself, and, entering the common 
room of the station, would squat on his heels to the left of the door. There he sat, watching Kayerts, and now 
and then making a speech which the other did not understand. Kayerts, without interrupting his occupation, 
would from time to time say in a friendly manner: “How goes it, you old image?” and they would smile at 
one another. The two whites had a liking for that old and incomprehensible creature, and called him Father 
Gobila. Gobila’s manner was paternal, and he seemed really to love all white men. They all appeared to him 
very young, indistinguishably alike (except for stature), and he knew that they were all brothers, and also 
immortal. The death of the artist, who was the first white man whom he knew intimately, did not disturb this 
belief, because he was firmly convinced that the white stranger had pretended to die and got himself buried 
for some mysterious purpose of his own, into which it was useless to inquire. Perhaps it was his way of 
going home to his own country? At any rate, these were his brothers, and he transferred his absurd affection 
to them. They returned it in a way. Carlier slapped him on the back, and recklessly struck off matches for his 
amusement. Kayerts was always ready to let him have a sniff at the ammonia bottle. In short, they behaved 




























Gobila considered them attentively. Perhaps they were the same being with the other―or one of them 
was. He couldn’t decide―clear up that mystery; but he remained always very friendly. In consequence of 
that friendship the women of Gobila’s village walked in single file through the reedy grass, bringing every 
morning to the station, fowls, and sweet potatoes, and palm wine, and sometimes a goat. The Company never 
provisions the stations fully, and the agents required those local supplies to live. They had them through the 

















Now and then one of them had a bout of fever, and the other nursed him with gentle devotion. They did not 
think much of it. It left them weaker, and their appearance changed for the worse. Carlier was hollow-eyed 
and irritable. Kayerts showed a drawn, flabby face above the rotundity of his stomach, which gave him a 
weird aspect. But being constantly together, they did not notice the change that took place gradually in their 

















   “I don’t like those chaps―and, I say, Kayerts, they must be from the coast; they’ve got firearms,” observed 
the sagacious Carlier.
   Kayerts also did not like those chaps. They both, for the first time, became aware that they lived in 
conditions where the unusual may be dangerous, and that there was no power on earth outside of themselves 
to stand between them and the unusual. They became uneasy, went in and loaded their revolvers. Kayerts said, 










   The strangers left in the afternoon, after eating a meal prepared for them by Mrs. Makola. The immense 
woman was excited, and talked much with the visitors. She rattled away shrilly, pointing here and there at 
the forests and at the river. Makola sat apart and watched. At times he got up and whispered to his wife. He 
accompanied the strangers across the ravine at the back of the station-ground, and returned slowly looking 
very thoughtful. When questioned by the white men he was very strange, seemed not to understand, seemed 
to have forgotten French―seemed to have forgotten how to speak altogether. Kayerts and Carlier agreed that 













In the morning Makola was gone somewhere. He returned about noon with one of yesterday’s strangers, and 
eluded all Kayerts’ attempts to close with him: had become deaf apparently. Kayerts wondered. Carlier, who 
had been fishing off the bank, came back and remarked while he showed his catch, “The niggers seem to be 
in a deuce of a stir; I wonder what’s up. I saw about fifteen canoes cross the river during the two hours I was 
there fishing.” Kayerts, worried, said, “Isn’t this Makola very queer to-day?” Carlier advised, “Keep all our 
men together in case of some trouble.” ( p. 99 )
マコーラの不審な態度は、結果的にカイエールとのコミュニケーションを遮断していると言えよう。
カルリエは、地域共同体の異常な雰囲気を察知する。しかしながら、カイエールとカルリエには、
現在交易所の周囲で起きている事態に関して、正確な情報を得る手段がないのである。二人は、情
報伝達においても、地域共同体から疎外されていると言えよう。
　この後展開する物語のプロットにおいては、商人達の象牙と交易所の人足達との交換という重大
な事件が設定されている。しかしながら、テキストの語りの主体によるこの事件の語られ方は、カ
イエールとカルリエの視点の範囲をはずして言説化されているのである。テキスト後半にはさらに、
カイエールとカルリエの争いという物語の最終局面となる事件が用意されている。これらの事件の
基層には、複合的レベルにおける疎外の構造が見いだされるであろう。このようなテキストの解析
の問題に関しては、継続課題として稿を改めて考えることにする。
